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be back this afternoon. Nothing important, is there?
You just carry on then-and then~er-you know, finish
off, sign anything that wants signing, then finish off, lock
up, go home."

"That'll be all right, Mr. Dersingham. There's
nothing very important. But what about that business
we talked about this morning? Yes, Turgis and Miss
Matfield?"

"All done with/'and the telephone seemed to chuckle.
"No need to bother about that, not the slightest, Turgis
stays. Miss Matfield stays. D'you know, Smeeth, that
that girl's father played scrum half with the Alsations?
He did-same fella, Matfield. No, she stays* Both
stay."

"I'm very glad, sir/' said Mr. Smeeth, who really was
glad, though perhaps he was mostly puzzled. There
seemed to be no sense in all this.

"Explain ev'rything in the morning, Smeeth/' con-
tinued the voice of Mr. Dersingham. "Only person who
goes is Goath."

"What! I didn't ratch that, sir."

"Goath. Goatb. We've done with him, Goath's
finished with. Don't want to see him again. If he
comes for his money, pay him at once, d'you under-
stand, Smeeth, at once, up to end of month. Then tell
him-to clear-right out, right out/1

"But-but what's happened, Mr. Dersingham? I don't
understand."

"Explain ev'rything in the morning, But you under-
stand about Goath, eh? Pay the blighter off if he comes,
finish with him. You understand that, eh? Righto,
Carry on then, ol' man/'

Bewildered, Mr. Smeeth laid down the receiver and